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Trade-offs I/I 


DISCLAIMER: Don't know them, never met them, wasn't there in the period l'm writing about so | have no idea 
what I'm talkign about so l'm just making things up for my own personal enjoyment 
KER RR KKK KKK KH 


Having someone--Vince, it sounded like--yelling, "Hey! Someone there? Hello? Anyone?" while he let himself into 
the Motley House somehow made it a bitch to get the key back out of the front door's lock Tommy swore at 
it, then managed to snap the key off. They'd been in the place two weeks and already it was going to shit. He 
tossed the key backward, heard it clank against the metal railing of the walkway and then drop down to the 
parking lot--wouldn’t be needing that anymore. 

He kicked the door shut behind him. 

"Tommy? Nikki? Hello?" 

"What?" Tommy yelled, kicking a ball of clothes out of his path. 


"Jesus. Tommy, thank God" 


"Where the fuck are you?" A stray roach skittered across the floor. Tommy's sneaker got it and ground it 
into the carpet. 


"The bathroom. Come ‘ere." 


Tommy had been headed there anyway to leak the lizard, but suddenly he slowed his approach--what if it was 


a prank? 

"Tommy?" 

"Just a sec." 

A frustrated groan came down the hall 

"What's going on in there anyway?" 

There was a few seconds of silence, and then, "I need a little help. Do we have a wrench?" 

A wrench? Curiosity got his feet moving again. A *wrench*. "| don't think so, Vince, why?" 

And then he stopped dead in the bathroom doorway. And laughed. "Shit. What the fuck happened?" 

"Shut up." Vince shifted on the bathroom floor. His left wrist dangled by one cuff of a pair of handcuffs; the 
other cuff was locked around the plumbing under the sink. He'd been stripped of his shirt, socks and shoes--or 
he'd taken them off himself, earlier. She'd left him in his pants--or left his pants close enough by that he 


could pull them back on when she left. Had to be a she, Tommy thought. It always was. 


"You need to be nicer to the ladies, Vince," Tommy said, stepping over him. He turned to face the commode and 


unzipped. 

"| thought | *was* being nice..." 

"Did she--or they?--steal anything?" 

"What's to steal?" 

Sweet relief flooded Tommy as his piss hit the water. 
"Do you think one of the neighbor's has a wrench?" 


"Don't know." Tommy zipped up. 


"Come on, dude. I've been here like four fucking hours--" 


"That's a long time." He straddled Vince and peered in the mirror over the sink, checking his hair, wondering if 


he should shave. 

Vince kneed him in the shin. "Hey, asswipe. Come on. Little help?" 

"You didn't need my help getting into the situation." 

"Tommy," Vince started and ended with an exasperated sigh. 

Tommy crouched, bringing himself face to face with Vince. 

"Come on," Vince said. "| can't feel my fucking fingers anymore." He shook the cuffed wrist. 


"What are you gonna do for me, Vinny?" Knowing that Vince knew full well what he wanted; that hadn't been a 


secret, not for a long time. Not between the two of them at least. 
"What do you want?" Vince asked dully. 
Tommy grinned. 


After a sigh, Vince said, "Fine. Okay. If itll get me out of here. But just jerking off. I'm not fucking putting my 


mouth on it and your not..we're not even gonna go there." 

"Okay. That's cool," Tommy said with a shrug. He started to stand, reaching as he did for his zipper once again. 
"Wait. What? Now?" 

"You think lm stupid?" It wasn't the first time he'd tried to make a deal with Vince and Vince had a way of 
snaking out of them. Best to get what he wanted while Vince was in the position to have no choice but to give 
it to him. 

"Tommy. Four hours. Come on, man. Cut me some slack" 

"Uh-huh. Right. Hey, while your down there, tell me how much you want it." 


‘Jesus, Tommy. I'm not doing it like this. I've only got one fucking hand free for it anyway. It'd be better--" 


'Itd be better if you didn't leave me standing here with a boner and a deep sense of regret for letting you 


out before you took care of it" 


"Tom. Come here. Please." 


Tommy crouched and found himself looking into those damn hazel eyes. 

"lll do it. | promise." 

"| don't believe you." But he wanted to because he didn't relish the thought of staring at himself in a mirror 
while finally getting it from Vince. Maybe from a chick, that'd be fine, but *Vince®. Project Have Vince had 


been going on since high school. There was too much invested in it. 


| mean it, Tommy." Vince's voice had softened. He shifted a little again and then touched Tommy's face with 
his free hand. "I'll do it. | swear." 


Tommy chewed his bottom lip, thinking. 

"| swear." 

He'd been playing with fire when he'd pushed to get Vince in the band--what if people found out he had a thing 
for Vince, what if Vince got sick of his having a thing for him and told him to fuck off, or worse, got cruel 
about it? At the same time, fevered daydreams of living with Vince, touring with Vince, sleeping with Vince 
short-circuited his better judgment. 

"| need some proof," he said to Vince now. "A gesture of good faith." 

"Look at you, talking all mobster.” 

"Ie gotta get changed." He made a move as if to stand 

Vince grabbed him by the arm. "Wait." 

He waited, watching Vince watch him, wondering what Vince, out of desperation, would do. 


"Come, Vince. Gimme something or let me go. I've got shit to do." 


"Shit. Here." He leaned forward. His eyes slid closed. Tommy almost moved back out of the way in surprise, but 
managed to grab hold of himself and let Vince's lips touch his. 


It took more strength of will not to sink his hand into Vince's hair, grab hold of the back of his head and shove 
his tongue down his throat. 


Vince pulled back, leaving a soft memory of contact on Tommy's lips. 


Trying to keep his voice more even than his heartbeat, Tommy said, "Great, now | know what your 


grandmother feels like when you kiss her. Well" He put his hands on his thighs like he was about to stand 


again "Nice try, but..you know." 

"Fuck you. Come here." Vince's hand pulled him by his t-shirt and this time the kiss was wet. Teeth gnashed. 
Tommy's tongue snuck across to explore and the shock of meeting the tip of Vince's tongue just beyond 
Vince's teeth made his balls contract with a sudden and delicious feeling. 

"Better?" Vince asked. 

“Better. But...” 


"Jesus Christ what?" 


Tommy pushed a lock of hair out of Vince's face. "Well, what were you thinking when you did it? Was it ‘ewww, 


I'm kissing Tommy, or were you pretending | was a chick, or maybe you were--" 


‘| was wondering what you call a cramp when it's in your fucking elbow joint. Four hours, Tommy. *Four 
hours*." 


That was fair. And he shouldn't have asked. He'd known that the chance Vince was actually thinking, "Wow, this 


is fucking hot," was so small as to be almost nonexistent: 
"All right. One more, just to convince me and then I'll go get my key.” 


At the suggestion of one more, Vince's mouth poised for an argument, but at the mention of a key, the "one 


more" appeared to fly from Vince's mind. "You have a fucking key?" 

"Yeah. Somewhere. | have to find it. It's probably with my cuffs." Wrinkling his brow, he fingered the cuff 
around Vince's wrists. "If these aren't them, that is. Do you think whoever your bitch was today stole my 
cuffs?" 

"No, she brought ‘em with." 

"Cool. Then | just have to dig mine up. | have a vague idea where they might be." 

"Jesus, a key. What are you waiting for?" 

Tommy smiled. "Another one of those." 

"Fuck. Come on" 


"Might help me remember... 


"Fine. One more. Then get me the fuck off this sink, okay?" 


Tommy nodded and scooted himself a little closer to Vince. 

"Promise," Vince said. 

"| promise. I'm getting more sure about where that key is every second. Kiss me, Vince." 
"Ugh. Don't say that." 

"Then shut me up," Tommy said with his mouth an inch from Vince's. 


His imagination found it difficult to believe that Vince was thinking anything *but* "Wow, this is fucking hot" as 
Vince's fingers dug into his hip and Vince's body seemed to push toward him, as if attracted by a magnetic 
impulse. He held nothing back with Vince this time, shoving his tongue deep into Vince's mouth, sliding his hand 
around Vince's naked back, pushing a thumb under Vince's waistband. 


Vince pulled back. "Okay. Go get the key." 
Tommy stared into his eyes, wanting to trust that he wouldn't run out on him this time. 


"Hurry," Vince growled. His hand kneaded his crotch. "Your gonna have to jerk me off, too, after getting me all 


hot like this." 


Tommy's groin responded with a feeling akin to molten lava pouring down the sides of a volcano. The words, 
"Can | suck you off?" were on his tongue, but he swallowed them. If Vince really was getting horny, he wouldn't 
have to ask when the moment came--he'd just have to lick his way down to it. Molten lava boiled over again 


at the thought. "Okay. Give me two minutes." 
And then he was on his feet and out the door. 


He tore through the contents of the room he shared with Vince (the room where he laid awake listening to 
Vince breathe some nights, or where he laid awake watching Vince fuck some chick, or where he fucked some 
chick while imagining Vince lying awake watching), flinging everything to the center of the roomand then flinging 
it back to the edges and corners and he tore through it all again. Finally, he found them, the handcuffs, stuffed 
under his mattress. Two keys were held together by a thin circle of wire, just the way they'd come out of 
the box when he'd shoplifted them from the knife store. One of the keys had been seated in the lock of one of 
the cuffs for storage, but the weight of the mattress--and the weight of things that had gone on on top of 
the mattress--had broken that key off in the lock. 


For a moment he considered hiding the second--unbroken--key and coming to Vince with bad news, but his dick 


told him this was no time for jokes. He grabbed the keys into his palm and ran back to the bathroom. 


"Got it?" Vince asked, sitting up as straight as the sink would allow. 


It was too good a joke to pass up.he dangled the broken key. 
"What the fuck?" 


"Naw, man, l'm fucking with you." He brandished the good key as he dropped to the floor. Gullible but not 
stupid, he unlocked the cuff that had been attached to the sink's plumping. Vince immediately snatched his 


wrist--with the cuffs trailing from it--away and began massaging his hand as he rolled to his feet 
"Finally. Jesus. Thanks." 

"No problem" Tommy reached for the dangling cuff 

Vince snatched it away. "What are you doing?" 


"Making sure you carry through your part of the bargain" Tommy reached out again, this time stepping 


forward. 


Vince jumped backward, into the hallway. "Fuck you." He looked at the cuffs--one on his wrist, the other in his 
hand. He gave one hard look in Tommy's direction before grinning and snapping the loose cuff around the same 


wrist that held the locked cuff. "There. Like my new bracelet?" He waved his wrist. 
"Cocksucker. | knew you wouldn't fucking go through with it. | should have--" 


"You should have fucking trusted me. | was gonna do it this time, till you showed just how much you fucking 
distrust me. Nice, Tommy. Real fucking nice. Some friend you are, taking advantage of a friend--" He was 
heading for the apartment's front door. "--and then not even fucking trusting him" He gave one last look back 
with his hand on the door. "I trusted you, Tommy. You just remember that. | trusted you.” 


The door slammed closed, then bounced open, letting in sunlight from the walkway outside. 

*Not fair,* Tommy thought. He leaned against the wall and stared through the open door, thinking that it was 
possible Vince would appear in it in another minute, a grin on his face, words on his tongue: "You should have 
seen your face. You so fell for that. Come on, let's go back to the bedroom. Nikki won't be home for hours." 
Someone pulled into the parking lot below, Van Halen blaring from the car's radio. Doors slammed. The view 
through front door of the Motley House stayed clear, even as the afternoon took on the orange tint of 
impending dusk 


When Vince finally came back, well into the night, he came back with Nikki and a few others. Drunk. High. Knee- 


deep in chicks. 


"You gonna stay in here a while?" Vince asked on his way by the couch, a chick in each arm. 


"Yeah." 
"Cool. We'll be in the bedroom. Don't come in till you hear snoring.” 
"Fine," he said dully. 


Nikki popped a can of beer out of the six pack that dangled from his fingers and pushed it toward him. "Cheer 
up," he said as Tommy took the can into his hand. 


"Whatever." 

"You'll get him yet." 

Tommy's face turned bright red. He was glad Nikki had walked off and so didn't see the reaction. On the other 
hand, how did Nikki know? He risked a glance in Nikki's direction, Nikki who was leaning against a wall, joining in 
whatever conversation was going on over there. Nikki caught his glance and winked. Grinned a little. 

Okay, so he knew. Fuck it. 

If he knew..it must have been because Vince told him. 

And if Vince told him... 

And if Nikki said he'd get Vince yet... 

"Fuck it," he said out loud. He rose from the couch. This time when he glanced toward Nikki, Nikki wasn't paying 
attention. No one was. He turned and headed down the hall. The door opened when he kicked it--it never latched 
right. 


"Jesus, Tommy.” 


"Fuck it. | got tired. Don't stop on account of me, though." He dropped onto his mattress, can of beer still in his 
hand. He popped the top. "I'll just drink this and get some sleep. You won't even know l'm here." 


"Whatever, Tommy." 


One of the chicks was looking at him. Smiling. No surprise Vince didn't want him in here--he didn't want to lose 


one of them to him. 


To her, he said, "Don't even be looking over here. l'm not even interested" He pulled off his shirt. Then his 


sneakers, sox and jeans. He nonchalantly threw each article in Vince's direction 


"You done?" Vince asked, raking the jeans off his shoulder. 


"Yep." He stretched out naked on his mattress, beer balanced on his belly, eyes looking at the ceiling. Ears 
listening to Vince's whispers and breaths. His groans. Slowly, he turned his head and caught Vince looking back. 


The moment lasted less than a second before Vince turned away, but it was enough. It was a start. He could 


wait. 


He'd get him yet. 


